Faubourg Montmartre, he spiced and flavored it with his 29
Attic ingredients, with thyme, sage, tufa, asphodel, honey,
red clay, blue roofs; acanthus trimmings, violet light, hot
rocks, dry winds, dust, reziw, arthritis and the electrical
crackle that plays over the low hills like a swift serpent
with a broken spine. He was a strange contradiction, even
in his talk. With his snake-like tongue which struck like
lightning, with fingers moving nervously, as though wan-
dering over an imaginary spinet, with pounding, brutal
gestures which somehow never smashed anything but
simply raised a din, with all the boom of surf ^nd the roar
and sizzle and razzle-dazzle, if you suddenly observed
him closely you got the impression that he was sitting
there immobile, that only the round falcon's eye was .
alert, that he was a bird which had been hypnotized, or
had hypnotized itself, and that his claws were fastened
to the wrist of an invisible giant, a giant like the earth.
All this flurry and din, all these kaleidoscopic prestidigi-
tations of his, was only a sort of wizardry which he em-
ployed to conceal the fact that he was a prisoner—that was
the impression he gave me when I studied him, when I
could break the spell for a moment and observe him at-
tentively. But to break the spell, required a power and a
magic almost equal to his own; it made one feel foolish
and impotent, as one always does when one succeeds in
destroying the power of illusion. Magic is never destroyed
—the most we can do is to cut ourselves off, amputate the
mysterious antennae which serve to connect us with forces
beyond our po'wer of understanding. Many a time, as
Katsimbalis talked, I caught that look on the face of a
listener which told me that the invisible wires had been
connected, that something was being communicated which
was over and above language, over and above personality,
something magical which we recognize in dream and
which makes the face of the sleeper relax and expand with

